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CHAPTER IL—Coxtinven,

“Get up, ¥ou rogud, or I shall turn
you over to the authoritles for an es-
caped prisoner,” was Tonti’s reply, as
he stepped back with hand leaning on
his weapon, so 4s to have i1 ready for
ancther outbréal. “Why and how do
you come here, who are you, and what
do you want?”

The man arcse and stood facing him
with a respectful air, as he replied:

“Why do 1 come? A cornered mouse
makes scant choice of holes. How?
Over the roofs. My name? Jean Pom-
pon Comarin, a voire service, Mon-
gleur; usually called Pompon for short
by my Intimates, a privilege 1 gladly
wxtend to yon" (A muttered “Peste!
mush I want of your privileges” from
Toull) “My present residence i8 an
unknown quantity; for the past six
years one of the lowermost dungeons
of the Bastille. My wants? Simple;
merely food and a hiding-place, 1
sought first to frighten you, thinking
you to be as big a fool as those simple-
minded children out fhere” He polnt-
ed out the window to the sqfiare where
the crowd had been. “Then, thinking
yoit were an ally of Colbert, I sought
to kill you; finding you neither, I wish
to be your friend.”

For a moment Tonti stared at his
companion, then, glancing at his out-
stretched hand and Impudent smile,
he placed his sword on the table, fell
fnto his chair, and, lylng back with
one leg thrown over its arm, langhed
until the tears blinded him and courged
down his cheeks.

“Ventre Saint Gris! but I would not
have missed this exhibition, no, not
for a thousgand pisloles. What a face
and ears and teeth and—cospetto! in
4 moment he is changed from a devil
into a man, Then, too, his story—ha,
ha!
cholee of holes,' not badly spoken, 1
may ¢all him ‘Pompon’ if [ choose; he
wishes to he my friend. I am over-
whelmed with honors. But look you,
friend Pompon,” here he sat up and
nig face became sober as & thought
saemed to strike him, “do you not ad-
mit that you are the prisoner about
to be executed that 1 saw but a short
while back earried along by the fright-
ened crowd?”

The man nodded.

“"How did you get your wriste un-
tied 7"

“Some friendly hand cut the rope
while 1 was struggling in my escape,”

“And where got you yon dagger that
you seemed so anxious to present me
with a moment ago?"

“The same {riendly hand that loosed
me slipped it into my palmt as I passed
by. Entering an empty bullding, I hid
npon the roof. 1 crept along to this

house, and looking over the edge, [
saw the cagement open, and hearing |

no sound, thought the room was va-
cant, Knowing that as long as dark-
pess continued [ would escape detec-
tlon by any in the street below, 1 low-
erad mysell in”

“Well done, Pompon; it seems that

thou hast something besides popping
ayeballs in that head of thine. Dame!
if your plight does not appeal to me.

Bince when have you eaten and
drunken?"”

“Not since yesterday morning, Mon-
sleur.”

“Hein! then you must first of all be
filled. Open yon door and from the
ahelf zet the remalns of a game-pie
and that bottle of wine vou will find
there, '"Tis all I have, but you may
share.'’ ¥

The man obeyed; and after draining
e glass of red wine, he closed the closet
door ‘without touching the ple, and,
going to the window, peered forth.

“It 18 & bold mouse that makes lis
nest in the cat's ear,” he said, as he
pointed to a group of soldiers who is-

ed from a neighboring house, en-
tered the next, and disappeared.

“Ma foi! a search party!" ejaculated
Tonti. * 'Tis only & short time before
they will be here. What shall | do
with yon? You are too large for my
closet, and there I8 nothing else in
which you could hide.

“Perhaps Monsleur has clothes I
could disguise myself in.”

“Yes, I have hers," as he opened a

‘A cornered mouse makes scant’

' door.

Provence, not far from Marsefiles. ‘A
child born in the new moon will en-
counter great perils in lfe' is & well-
known Provencal saying. [1 was sure-
Iy true in my case, for my whole life
can be best deseribed In one sentence—
‘Out of the pan, Into the coals” Not
to weary you, I shall skip the early
years up to the time I entered the
service of M. Fougquet.”

“The late  superintendefit of
finance?” Interrupted Tontl in somse
surprize. d

“The same. For ten years | was one
of his confidential servanis, When M.
Colbert, as intendant, set about to
ferret out something by which he
could cause M. Fouquet's downfall, I
was employed to wateh M, Colbert.
He was too strong for us. You know
the rest; how M. Fouguet was finally
disgraced and confined in the fortress
at Pignerol. Whether he be dead or
no (le hon Dien rest his soul!) I know
not. Colbert wished to be revenged
on me for having thwarted his plans
g0 long, but c¢onld do nothing until he
got one of his creatures, an innkeeper
Feriol, to swear that 1 had tried to in-
duce him to join me in & plot to mur-
der the king. This was excuse enough,
g0 after five years' Imprisonment in the
Bastllle, T wasg senl to the galleys in
the hope that T would be killed, After
three years of that life 1 escaped, was
recapiured, and sent back to the Bas-
tille, That was six years ago. They
tried thelr utmost there “to incite me
to violence so that they could have a
new excuse to execute me. They
dared not kill me without some canse,
for many of M. Fouquet's friends are
alive still, and wield sufficient power
to malke it hazardous for even Colbert
to attempt anything like that without
some shadow of legal right. They
finally succeeded, acwever. A fellow-
prisoner, a feeble old man whose cell
aljoined mine, was so ill-treated be-
fore my very eyes that 1 grew reck-
less and killed his pesallant in my
rage at thelr Inhumanity, Hence my
condemnation and attempted execution
to-day."

“Well done, mon brave,” eried Tontl.
“Just what [ should have done my-
self. A feeble old man—sangne di
Dio! It makes by blood boil to think
what my poor old father may be this
moment suffering. He ncurred the
displeasure of the king and mazarin,
and was imprigonad while 1 was away
on my first campalzn. No word can
I get of hjm. No, not even the place
of lis imprisonment. Ah! Louis!
Louis! youn aceept the oath of the son
to fight for you, to dle for you, and

YOU ACTED YOUR PART TO PER-
FECTION,

vet the nobler father lies langnishing
in some slimy dungeen, his services
unrewarded, hi= very name (forgot.
Mon Dieu! snd if 1t were not for my
oath and my father's last words to
me that in the years to come the king
would need the serviee of every loyal
heart and wrigt, I vow by Saint Denis,
and the finger hone of holy Salnte
Anne I saw at Rome, I would try my
sword whether or no it could plerce
the stone you Wear in place of & heart
—Ha! I hear the sound of snldiers on
the stairs. To work, Pompon, and
may Baint Anthony of Padua carry us
through in safety!"

A lond knock at the door and a gruft
valee crying, “Open, in the king's
name!" He hesitated, then begzan to
dlng. A second call, more perempiory
than the firgt, followed,

‘ Holal" he exclaimed in a loud tone,
“T belipve 1T heard some one at the
ntrez! whoever you are,”” And

drawer in the wardrobe, “the garb of | thus speaking, he turned his head and

an Italian fisherman I brought with
me to Paris for a servant. But my
money went; then he did also,"

“An empty purse {rightens
friends,"” Pompon remarked,

“Peste! Yes, 'tls the way of the
world. lere they are, but you will
need n staln of some sort for your
face. 8ix vears in the Bastille does
not give the tan that the sun does on
the Bay of Niples. While you dress
I shall try and find something."”

“Go into the first cabaret on the
Rue de la Tanerle, and whisper in the
ear of the cabaretler the words 'He-
member sixty-four,” tell him what you
want, and he will glve It to you."

*fonti heard this with a look of sur-
prize, but wasted no time. He soon
raturned with a bottle of tha desired
dys., Pompon meanwhile bhad ex-
shanged his prison garments for those
of a Neapolitan peasant. A touch here
and a twist there from Tontl soon
made him right. The stain which
Pompon skilfully applied, and a red
kerchiaf about his head so arranged
a8 to hide in a great messure the scar
on his forehead, altered his appearance
8o that Tonti himsolf was astounded.

“Mille tonnerres!” he exclaimed. “I
defy sven your jaller to recognize you
now, When they come you cin play
the servant, busy th the dark cornér
there polishing my sword, I shall
preter.d that you are dumb, If spoken
tg, faake signs, and do not be surprised
f 1 audress you In Itellan, Now take
your place and we can talk until the
party arrives. Tell me your atory,
"Twill help, pass the time."

‘8o maying, he tipped his chair back,
and with his feet on the table looked
the comfortable listener that he was.
Pompon, after placing the bottle of
wine and & glass near his elbow, re-
tired to the corner. indicated, :
taking the sword, began to rub it vig-

drously, i
ve Monsletir wishes It," he be-

away

““Since

fost o

. " ;Im- my

small enough return for his
lite now. [ was bora in

R

and, |

“T shall tell him what I can.'

looked over hig shoulder at an officer
of the guards who stoord in the door-

| way, while the heads of three soldiers

ware geen behind him,

“Diamine!™ he cried in well-felgned
gurprise, “Soldiers! And led by my
old friend Bertrand. Sit here, mon
ami, and tell me how you came to find
me out."

The officer addressed, as fine a speci-
men &3 any in the king's service, gave
him his hand and shook it heartiy,
laughing as he did so. 1

“Mon Dieu! Captain de Tontl,
where did you comg from? You were
far from my thoughts, mon ami, when
I entered. I knew not that you lodged
here, I am after different game, I am
on a hangman's errand. That accursed
eriminal that escaped in the crowd In
the square balow is supposed io be in

hiding somewhere near, and 1 am de- |

talled to give all the houses In the vi-
olnlty a enreful search, Have you seen
of heard anything of the rascally’
rogue?"”

“Not I'" sald Tontl, “Neither rogue
nor rascal have I seen this day. No
one has been here save my servant
Jacopo and myselt. We two are a
jolly company. He has no tongue,
hence cannot answer back when I scold
him. Walt until I tell him to fatch
another glass, Hola! Jacopo!"—then
he mitiersd an Italian phrase ibat
was unintelligible to his companions.
At this the supposed servant arose,
and, placing a second glass on the
tabip, retired to his corner without
utiering a sound. Berfrand looked at
him sharply, then turned to Tonti and
said:

“Where got you yon pirate? From
one . of your Mediterranean cam-
palgms?” i

Tontl noticed his glance, but sald
nothing untll he had carefully filled
his friend’s glass and then his own,

“Ma fol! wmfmmn-an-mgm
- trath did you ‘but know his his-

day 1 shall tell it youw

but 1
Eound
ag0.

| prison 1ife; an outcast's burial!

sve | did hear some
the roof an hour or
1 thought it but the scurrying
rats; they are plentiful enough here,
God ¥nows. Perchance, though, he
whom you seek |5 up there Lot your
men search the roofs aad chimneys
while you tarry here with me unt
their return.”

The temptation was strong, and
Bertrand, after giving an order to the
men, sat down with his chair facing
the ppen door so that he could see if
any one appeared in the passageway.

“How like you my lodging?" erled
Tonti, merrily. “T regret that the
tapesiries and hangings are down to
be cleaned to-day, while the carved
furniture has all been sent to he pol-
ished for a levee I intend to hold next
week. Then, too, see what a view in
two directions, Fresh air Is healthful,
my leech tells me, while the higher
up one Hyes, the nearer Heaven, How
now, man, why so sad?" he continued,
as he saw that his companion did not
enter Into the spirit of his talk.

“Ah me!" gighed the burly gnards-
man. *“Tis the same old tale: a pret-
ty face; an insolent fellow's sneer; a
quarrel; a duel”

“Mordioux!" exclaimed Tooti, in
mock horrar, “Know you not of the
king’s edict against duelling? For
ghame, a guardsman too!" and giving
way to & burst of merriment, he

bell
on

laughed and beat the table wita his |
"ﬂst.

“You would have done the same
yourself," replied his friend, ruefully.
“Such features! BSuch eyes! Such
teeth! What mischievous glunces,
and what @ slender waist!"

“Come, tell me all about it," argued
Tonti, as he reallzed the necessity of
keeping the guardeman interested in-
til the return of Mis men. “ls she
court-bred?"

“No, Methinks a flower from Brit-
tany or Poitou."

“Pall, fair, and gentle-born?"

‘“Yes, and regal as a queen.”

“Her name?"

“I know not; only this: she has the
protection of Mademoiselle, the adora-
tion of all true men and the hale and
envy of all the court ladies."

“So wondrous beautiful,” mused
Tontl, “Then the king will get her."

“No. For Mademoiselle loves not
her royal cousin overmuch at preésent,
and will see to it that he gains no sight
of her. I have seen her but ohce my-
self, and that at a distance. 'Tis but
few have even that privilege.”

“Ah well, mon aml, ¥oun may win
Ler yet,—Hein! here are your men re-
turning ' from thelr rat-hunt empty
handed. Remember, though, the
proverh we have in Tuscany: ‘In buy-
litg a horse and in taking a wife, shut
your eyes tight and commend yourself
to God.' "

Bortrand laughed, and emptying hia
glass,nroge and jolned his men, saying
In parting; “Don't let your pirate stray
far from home, mon cher Tontl, or

some one will arvest him on snspiclon,”s

and was soon clattering down the
stairs

Tontl waited untll they had tlme ta
galn the street when he laughed gay-
Iy at his companion. .

“Parole d¢’honneur! mon cher, Pom-
pon, but you acted your part to per=
fection. I shall recommend youn to
M. Racine for a place In his next
tragedy; or perhaps the king would
have you in a masque or ballet.”

“Your speech, too, was excellent,
Monsieur,” responded Pompon. “You
know that love, bravery, and neces-
gty make men good orators. Bui tell

me one thing, Monsleur., That guards-

man called yvou Capt. de Tonti. Ia
that your name?"
“Certalnement,”” was 1he reply.

“Henrl de Tonti, captain in the king's
torces in his Ialian campaigns.”

“You spoke of a father being
captivity,” persisted his questioner.

"Yes, my father, Lorenzo Touti, was
a Neapolitan banker, but siding with
the people in a rebellion, he was com-
pelled to flee to France. He proposed
to Mazarin a plan of insurance that
would fill the emply coffers of the
king, Il successfully conducted, The
Cardinal, anxious to have all the aredit
himself, carrled out my father'n pians
only in part. Failure was the result,
and the anger of a hateful minister and
i mortified king was visited upon him,
He was imprisoned while 1 was away
on my first campalgn. 1 have searched
and pleaded for information of hia
wherecabouts in  vain. Thinking 1
might gain fgvor with the king and
thus 'influen him to release my
father, I have accepted post after post
of danger and dificulty and been vie-
torions. But appeals to his justice and
generoalty have alike been to no pure
pose, A second trinl was made of my
father's scheme by Mazarin before hig
death. They adbered to his plan
strictly and  were successful. The
king's tremsury was full enongh to
commence a forelgn war; his minister
was rewarded; the brain that contrived
and the hand that planned were al-
lowed to remain languishing behind
o prigon door." '

Pompen Ustened attentively with a
strange Hght in his eyes. When Tontl
had finlshed speaking he sald slawly
and with a tone of convietion:

“My gray-haired prison friend was
your father."

“Af, Clelo!" exclaimed Tontl, starts
ing up, “The one for whom you slew
the jailer?”

“The same."”

With one leap Tontl seized his arm
roughly, and eagerly Inquired: “And
he, where f8—"

Pompon shook his head sadly. “It
was for no purpoee. I saved him from
a beating, but it wag too late. T heard
of his death ten days later."

“HMig death?” cried Tontl In despair.

“Yes; starvation.” i

AN energy seemed to depart from
the young man's frame and his chin
fell upon his chest in grief. “My
father dead!” he murmured. A
How
bitter the wage for a faithful serv-
ant.”

The first shock of his emotion past,
he ralsed his head, while his eye
flashed In sudden anger,

[To Be Contlnued.]

Wanted Them All

A wall-known author was gnee falk-
Ing with a diapidated bachelor, who
retained little but his conceit. < “It 18

=

tme now," he =aid, pompously, “for

:ﬁa to settle down as & married man,
ut 1
wonlth,

ealth, of course, beauty,
“Yes,"

- grace—'
#aid his falr listener, sympa~

| thetically, “you poor mam, you de

| want so much. 1 want youtt,

The Bad Boy Tells His Uncle About
London Fogs — How They Rode
First-Class from Liverpool to Lon-

don—A Visit at “Bill” Astor's
Country Place — Hoaw “Bill's"
Flunkey Sat on a Chestnut Burr.

BY HON. GEORGE W. PECK
(Ex-Governor of | Wisconstn, Formeriy
Editor of Peck's Sun, Author of
“Peck's Bad Boy,” ete)

(Copyright, 16, by Joseph I, Bowies.)

“Come [n, you youog heathen,” sald
the gruceryman, as the Bad Boy looked
through the front door. “It's & fogey
morning.™

“Foggy?" sald the Bad Boy, as he
sealed himsell. “Say, old man, you
Just ought to see a London fog. If
& court senténced me to live in that
town, I would appeal the case, and
ask the judge to temper his sentence
with mercy, and hang me. The fog
there 18 so thick you have to feel
around like a blind goddess, and when
you show up through the fog you
look about 18 feet high. and you are
g0 wet you want to be run through a
clothes wringer every little while, For
two days we never left our hotel, but
looked out of the windows waiting for
the fog to go by, and watching the
people swim through it, without turn-
Ing a halrn Dad was for going right
to the lord mayor and lodging a com-

HE WOULD PUNCH 'I8 BLOODY 'ED
OFF.

plaint, and demanding that the fog
be cleared off, sp an American cltizen
could ge aboul town and blow In his
money, but 1 told him he could be ar-
resled for treason, He come mighty
near being arrested on the cars from
Liverpool to London.

“When we got off the steamer and
tried to find the widow who roboed
dad of his roll of money, but never
found her, we were about the lasy pas-
sengers Lo reach the train, and when
we got ready to get on we found thess
English ears that open on the sldes,
and they put you into a box stall with
some other live stock, and lock you
in, and once in awhile a guard opens
the door to see if you are dead from
suffocation, or have been murdered by
the other passengers. Dad kicked on
golng In one of the kennels the first
thing, and sald he wanted a parlor
ear; but the guard took dad and gave
him & shove, and togsed me in on top
of dad, and two other passengers and
& woman in the compariment snlck-
ered, and dad wanted to fight all of
‘em except the woman,

“When the door closed dad told tbe
guard he would walk on his neck when
the door opened, and that he was not
an entry in g dog show, and he want-
| ed o Kennel all to himself, and asked
| for dvg biseuit. Gee, but that guard

was mad, and he gave dad a look that
started the train golng. 1 whispered
to dad to get out his revolver, hecause
! {he other passengers looked like hold-
up men, and he took his revolver out
of his satehel and put it in his pistol
| pocket, and looked fierce, and the
women began to act falnt, whiie the
pnssengers seemed fo be preparing to
jump on dad if he got violent. Wher
the train stopped at the first stution
1 got out and told the guard that the
old gentleman In there was from
Helena, Mont,, and that he had a
reputation from 8t. Paul to Partiand,
and then 1 held up both hands the
way train robbers make passengera
hold up their hands.

“Wheti I went back in the car dnu
was lalking to the woman about hor
resembling n woman he used to know
in the states, and le was just going
to sk her how long she had been so
beautiful, when the guard came to the
gide door and ecallad the woman oul
Into another stall, aud then one of the
passengers pulled out a pair of hand-
cuffs and told dad he might as well
surrender, because he was a Scotland
Yard detective anid had spotted dad as
an American embezzler, and if he drew
that gun he had In his pocket there
would be a dead Yankee In about four
minutes. Well, | thought dad had

By LESLIE M. SHAW,

Secretary of the Tressury.

Work and Originality
Rey 10 Success

Improve; be a slave
to vour task; play the
game alone,

If anyone ghould
come to me, and ask:
“What had 1 Thetter

REPUBLICAN HIGH FINANCE.

Becretary Bhaw a Fiscal Charlatan
Who Is Doing Funny
Stunts.

The address of Secretary Shaw befurs
the Ohlo Bankers' association at Cleve-
land, contained some extraordioary

do? 1 should answer:

Our present standards of

We of the passing
twenty years ago.

we should.
ried,

cook to assist them,
thing more than all others it is the
reliance.
self-confidence and seli-conceit.
other important factor.

H

gencration
are doing most things as they we
we dre not working as well as
I fancy that most women are baking
bread just as thev did when they were
and that the only reason why their hushands
still survive is that they are now
If our boys are wanting in one

But there is a great difference between

It is the price of success.

“It makes no difference
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able to hire a

guality of self-
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to find fault with me and the man
told dad to let up on the kid or ue
would punch 'Is bloody ‘ed off. That |
settled It, when the man dropped his|
“h."* dad thought he was one of the|
nubility, and he got quite chummy |
with the Englishman. and then we ot |
to London, and dad had a quarreii
about his bageage, and aftér threaten- |
ing to have a lot of fights he got his |
trunk on the roof of a cab, and in |
about an hour we got to the hotel, and
then the fog began ap engagement. [f
the fog here ever froze stiff, the town
would look llke n plece of lee with
fish frozen In, Gee, but | would lke
to have It freeze o front of our hotel,
80 1 could take an ax and go ont and |
chop a frozen girl out, and thaw her
till she came to

“Say, old man, if anybody ever wants
to treal you to a trip to Europe, don't
come here, but go to some place where
they don't tlunk they cun speak Eng-
glish, You can understand a Nitalian
or @ Frenchman, or & Dutchman, who
can't speak Engilsh, and knows he
can’t, better than you can an English-
man who thinks he can speak Eng-
lish, and ecan't, ‘doen’t you know.'
Everything is ‘don't you know. U
a servant gives you un evening paper
he says: ‘'Ere’s your paiper, don't
you know,” and f a man sllouli.‘t—-l|
don't say they would, but IT a man
should give you a civil answer, when
you asked him the name of & street,
he would look at you as though you
were a caanibal, and say: ‘Hegent
street, dun’t you know,' and then he
would act ns though you had broken
lim of his rest, Dad asked more than
4 tozen men where Bill Astor lved,
and of all the popolation of London |
don't belleve anybody knows, except
one newsboy., Wa rode holf a dayv on
tap of a bus, through streets so crowd-
ed that the borses had to creep, and
dad hung on for fear the bus would
be tipped over, and finally we got out
into the suburbz, where the rich peo
ple live, and Jdad sald we were right
o the trall of King Edward, and we
got off and loitered around, and <dad |
saw a beautiful place, with a big iron
fence, aud n gate as big as a railroad |
brldge, ahd dad asked a newsboy who
Hved there, and the boy made up a
face at dad and sald: ‘Hastor, you
blake,’ and he put out his hand for a
tip. It was the first civil answer dad |
had received in London, so he gave the |
boy a dollar. The boy fell over on
the sldewalk, dead, and dad started to
go away for fear he would be arrest-
ed for murder, but I kicked the boy,
and he got up and yelled some kind
of murderail English, and more thin
a dozen newshoyd came on a gallop,
and when the boy told them what had |
happened they all wanted dad 1o ask |
them questions.

“I told the boys dad waes Andrew
Carnegie, and that he was giving away
millions of dullars, so when dad got |
to the gate of the beautiful Fl'astor |
place, the boys yelled Andrew Carne-
gle, and a fAunkey flunked the gate
open and dad and [ went In, and|
widlked up to the house, Astor was on |
the veranda, smoking a Mlssouri l‘nrn‘
eoh plpe, and drinking Amerlcan beer,
and seemed to be wishing he was|
buck home in Ameriea. Dad marched
rlght up to the veranda, like a veteran
spldier, and, Astor could see dad was
an Ameriean by the dandruff on his
coat collar, and Astor said:

“You are an American eitizen nndl-
you are weleome. Once | was like you, |
and didn’t care a continental for any-
body, but In & moment of passion I|
renounced my coumtry, swore al-|
leginnese to this hlawsted country, and |

nerve before, but he beat the band
right there. He unbuttoned hiﬁ over- |

army button' in his buttonhole, and |
pald:

“‘Gentlemen, | am an Amerlcan clri- |
gen, visiting the erowned heads of the
old world, with credentials from the
president of the United States, and
day after to-morrow | have a date 1o
meet. your king, on officlal business |
that means much to the future peace |
of our respective countrles. Lay a
bhand on me and you hang from Lhe
yard arm of an Amorican battleship.'

“Well, sir, I have sern a good many
blufls In my time, but | never saw the
equal of that, for the detective turnog
white, and apologized, and asked dad
and [out to luncheon at the next ste-
tlen. and we went and ate all there
wes. and when the time was up the
detaetive disappearey and dad had to
pay for ths luncheon, but he kicked all
the way to London, and the guard
would not leten to his complaiats, but
told him if he tried to hoid up fie
train he would be thrown out the win-
dow and run over by the traln. We
had the compartment to ourselves the
rest of the way to London, except
ahout an hour, when the guard shoved
in a farmer who smelled like cows
and dad trled to get in & guarrel with
him, aboul English roast beef coming
from America, but the man didn’t have
bia argulng clothes on, fo dad began

coat and put his finger on a grand,

EMOKING A MISBOURI CORNCOB AND
CDHINKING AMERICAN HEER,

everybody bhates me here, and 1 don't
dare g0 home to collect my rent for
fear 1 will be quarantined at Bllls is-
fand and gent back to England ns an
undesirable emigrant who has commit-
ted a crime, and is not welcome in the
land where I was born. Old man, have
& glass of Milwaukea heer and let's
talle of your home and my birthplace,
und forget that there Is such a coun-
try as England.'

“Dad sat down on the porch, and [
want out on the lawn chaslng peacocks
and treeing guinea hens, and sstting
dogs on the awans, until & butler or a
duke or something took me by the col-
lar and shook me UIl my teeth got
loose, and he took me back (o the
veranda and sat me down on the bot-
tom step 50 hard my hair ralsed right
up &M, llke a porcupine. Then |
llstened to dad and Astor tall about

| newspapers told about
| ontrage, and laid it to anarchlsts.”

Ameriea, and 1 never saw a man who
seemed to be so agshamed that he was
& brevet Englishman, as he did. 3
sald he had so much money that it
made.bis head ache to hear the inter-
eést accumulate, nights, when
couldn't sleep, and yet he had no more
enjoyment than Dreyfus did on Devil's
Island. He had automobileg that woula
fill our exposition building, horses and
rarriages by the scors, but he never
enjoyed a ride about London, because
only one person In ten thousand knew
him, and those who did looked upon
him with pity and contempt because
he had renounced his country to get
solid with the English aristocracy. and
nobody would spesk to him unless
they wanted to borrow money, and if
they did borrow money from him he
was afrald they would pay It back, and
make him trouble counting it. e
told dad he wanted to get back into

=
JUST AB THE
ON THE CHIEST)
FIRBCRACKER WENT OFF

"LUNKEY FLUNEKELD
BURR, THE

Amerjea, and become a cltizen again
of that grand old country of the sturd
and stripes, and asked dad how he
could do 1t, for he gald he had rather
work in a slaughter house In America
than be a grand duke in England.

“1 never saw dad look so sorry for a
man as he did for Adtor, and he (old
him the only way was to gell out his
ranch in London and go back on ag
emigrant ship, take out his first pa-
pers, vote the democratic tfcket and
eventually become a eitlzen, Astor
was thinking over the proposition, and
dad had asked him {f he was Dot
afrald of dynamiters, when he shuds
dered and sald every day he expected
to be blown sky high, and finally he
damellefl somethlng burning and sald
the smell reminded him of an Amerl
can Fourth of July.

"“You see, 1 had been sitting still or
the step of the veranda so long 1 goi
nervous, for something exeiting, so |
took a glant fireeracker out of my
pocket and Iit the long tail, and shoved
it under the porech and looked Inno
cent, and Just then one of the flunkie
with the tightest pants you ever saw
came along and patted me on the head
and said I was a nice boy, and that
made me mad, and when he went i
slt down beside me on the step 1 took
my horse chestout out of my poeket
and put It on the step just where he
sat down, and how it happened tc
coma out go I don't know, it must havy
been Providence. You see just as thg
flunkey flunked on the chestnut burr,
the firecracker went off, and the man
jumped up and sald: “"Ell's-fire, h'am
blowed,! and he had his hands on his
pants, and the air was full of snioke
and dad got on his knees and sald
‘Now 1 lay me,' and Mr. Astor faint.
ed all over a rocking chalr and tippes
beer bottles on the veranda and more
than 40 gorvants came, and I told dad
to come on, and we got outside 1the
gate. ahead of the pollce, and got &
cab and drove gquicker than scat tc
the hotel, and I ast dad what he
thought it was that went off, and he
gald: 'You can search me,” but he
gald he hand got enough of trying tc

| reform escaped Americans, and we goi

in the hotel and laid low, and the
a dynamite

Patrick Henry's Grave,

“Inquiry Is made now and then’”
sald- James Atkinson, of Philadelphla,
‘ag to where Patriek Henry, the
Tongue of the Revolution, is burled
The great orator lies In o qulet grave
on the estate In Charlotite county
Virginia, where he formerly Hyed
Red Hill is the name of the estate,
which lg on the Staunton river, 38
miles from Lynchburg. When Pat
riek denry bought the place it com
prised ahout 3,600 acres. One of the
paarest neighhors was the celebrated
John Randolph, of Roanoke, 15 miles
away. Red Hill l& now owned by Hen
ry’s graudson, Willlam Wirt Henry,"—
Baltimore 8un.

Well Posted. .

A quack doctor whose treatment had
evidently led to the death of his pa
tlent was examined sternly by the cor-
oner,

“What did you give the poor fellow 7"
paked the coroner,

“Ipecncunnba, sir.”

. “Yon might just as well have given
him the aurora horealls,” sald the corv
aner.

“Well, sir, that's just what I was go.
ing to give him when he died."—N, ¥
Tribuse.

statements, if he s correctly reported
by the Asspclated Press, After stating
| that our monetary system is not per-
! fect, because |t s non-elastic. Mr. Shaw
! said “there will be no further currency

legislution untll we have experienced

a4 panle,” and “we came nearer such a
| pasle September 30, 1902, than most
| peaple appreciate. We do not need and

must not have [nflation, The average

amount of money i, in my judgwent,
abundant. The diffi ¥-1les in the fact
thit the volume remains statlovary.”
| Oh! we must oot have inflatlon. Why,
| Secretary Shaw must know that Infias
ton is going on every hour and minute,

The tregsury elrentiation siatement for

August 1. 1906, shows an inflation of the

total money in clreulation of $68.912.784

from the same date in 1804, of which
$54,074.011 was an inflation of nationnl
bank notes nlone, Thisinflation was in-
| tenslfied during July of this year, which

I8 Included in the toral already glven, lor

during that month the inoreass in the

circulation of pational bank notes was
| $8.861,680, or at the rate of over $100.-
000,000 & year.

How s that for Inflatlon? Yet 8
retary Shaw =zays: “The difficulty
in the fact that the volume of money
remaing stationary.” The secretary of
the treasiury also seems 0 have overs
lsoked the enormous gold inflation that
I8 In progress of over $70,000,000 per an-
num and steadily Inecreasing,

On top of all this inflution the secre-
tary of the treasury would glve the na-
tlonal Tuanks the right to ssue an
amount of currency equal to 50 per cent.

| of their honds deposited in the (reasury
' by paying six per cent,, upon which the
treasury has already Isgued to the banks
full faee value, That, nccording to

Shaw. is not [nflatlon, it s merely to

tide Wall street over its annual debauch

of denr money, “to move the crops'—
| that |g to move the crop of undlgested
securlties,

This high finance s a wonderful instl-
tution in green repuiilican hands. They
fdon't want inflation, Lut they Inflate the
| bladider almpst the bursting jpoint
| and at the same time declare the volume

of money is siationary.

President Ronsevelt should call down

| this fiscal charlatan, or he will make
the finaneial end of the adminidtration
& laughing stock to the world, let alone

10 our own peaple,

With the tariff trusts holding un prices

| and inflation helping (o Infiate the cost
of living, those republican policies are

| making the lot of those with Hmited In-
gomes 4 hard one to bear,

BELATED RESTITUTION.

Bavings Provided for Widows and
Orphang Absorbed by Re-

‘ publicans,

Far greater disclosures of the repub-

i gn fund graft from the jo-
gurauce companies are expected Ly Mr.
Highes, the gtiorney in charge of the
New York'investigation. The clalm is
made thit the e ingurance companies
contributed nn aggregate of $1.000,000 in
the campalgns of 1896, 16000 and 1904,
Of wll the republican seandals exposed
during the past few years, this cam-
palgn fund scandal 8 the most disgrace-
ful and disastrous o the republican
party. It was bhod enoogh to recelve do-
nations from the trusts and corporations
that were expecting fo recelve favors,
or to do business with the government,
but to use the savings, especially pro-
vided for the widow and orphan, to de-
bauch the voters of the cloge stites, |8
beyound measure atrocious,

It is sald that President Roosevelt
fecls the disgrace of this exposure keen-
ly and iz planning that restitution be
made by having Mr, Cortelyou, the chaly-
man of the republican national commit-
tee, return the amount received in 1904,
But that wonld only he a partind restitu-
tion, for there would still rempin the
greater amount recelved In 1894 and
10010

The policy holders of these insurance
companies have a duty to perform for
their families. and that is toinsist on the
retirement of the manggement that has
plundéred their savings and the voters
have thelr duty to perform. which is,
“to turn the raseals out" who secured
the money.

It is impossible now for the répub-
Hean party to make restitution to the
demaoerats for thelr purchase of the eloe-
tlon in 1896 and 1900, if not in 1504, with
the money furnished by the corpora-
tions, trusts and insurance compaties,
but the vaters of the United States can
even matters up by refusing to condone
the Iniquity. by defeating the party that
aecpmplished It

] lic

SMALL FARMERS SUFFERING

Trust High Prices and Unreasonnble
Railroad Rates Are the
Cause,

The report of the commissjoner who
has charge of taking the state census
In Iowa makes the extraordinary state-
ment that “Authorltles agree that the
logs 16 population is due o the enlarge-
ment of farms, being almost wholly in
the rural distriets.” As the decrease of
population has heen 30,481, “almiost
wholly™ of the farm population, there
must be elther a concentration going
pn by the well-to-do farmers huying out
the poorér ones. or the abandonment of
farms by those who have not been able
to make a living thereon,

Perhaps Secretary Shaw can explain
this loss of population, but those who
have tried 10 do 5o agree, that truat high
prices and rallroad unreasonable rates
are the controlling cause, The poorer
farmers, of course, are the first to sufter.
And yet Secretary Shaw ig advising the
farmers in his speeches to “stand pat™
on the tariff and railroad rate issue and
I8 to leave the cabinet next February
becange he disagrees with President
Roosevell on the legislation needed to
protect the farmers of lowa and other
states, from the plundering trusts and
rmllroad garporations,

The democrats have foretold that
conditlons, such as prevall in lowa,
would be evenutally prevalent every-
where If protection to trusts and corpors
atlons is continued, and now, in apite
of good crops and falt prices for farm:
products, the offfelal record proves their
contention,




